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Drew on the day, and every hour it seemed his spirit
was more lone and dark. For the first time the thought
of death occurred to him as a relief from the perplexities
of existence. How much better had he died at Montana !
To this pass had arrived the cordial and brilliant Lord of
Muriel, who enjoyed and adorned life, and wished others
to adorn and to enjoy it; the individual whom, probably,
were the majority of the English people polled, they would
have fixed upon as tilling the most enviable of all positions,
and holding out a hope that ho was not unworthy of it.
Born with every advantage that could command tho sym-
pathies of his fellow-men, with a quick intelligence and a
noble disposition, here he was at one-and-twenty ready to
welcome death, perhaps even to devise it, as the only rescue
from a doom of confusion, degradation, and remorse.

He had thrown himself on a sofa, and had buried his
face in his hands to assist the abstraction which he de-
manded. There was not an incident of his life that es-
caped the painful inquisition of his memory. He passed
his childhood once more in that stern Scotch home, that,
after all, had been so kind, and, as it would seem, so wise.
The last words of counsel and of warning from, his uncle,
expressed at Muriel, came back to him. And yet there
seemed a destiny throughout these transactions which was
irresistible 1 The last words of Theodora, her look, even
more solemn than her tone, might have been breathed
over a tripod, for they were a prophecy, not a warning.

How long ho had been absorbed in this passionate
reverie he knew not, but when he looked up again it was
night, and the moon had touched his window. He rose
and walked up and down the room, and then wont into
the corridor. All was silent; not an attendant was visible ;
the sky was clear and starry, and the moonlight fell on the
tall, still cypresses in the vast quadrangle.
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